THE GREAT STATE

and sitting where they liked, except that a pompous-
looking beadle, gorgeously arrayed, kept a wide
alley for the great procession. The decorations
presented a daring scheme of colour. The tall
pillars were wreathed with evergreen and many-
coloured silken materials; between them stood the
bright Christmas-trees, and over the entrance to
Chancel loomed the Rood with its Calvary. But
for the figure of the Crucified, and for the pro-
cessional Cross, I saw neither crucifix nor cross
throughout the building. It was through the grave
and gate of pain, as represented on the Calvary
screen, that we passed into the joyous life beyond.
The wearying repetition of the same symbol was
held to mark the impoverishment and decadence
of the Catholic idea. At each festival an appro-
priate image would be placed upon the high altar,
or some picture hung above it. But for this image
flanked by two candles spiked in candlesticks of
crystal and silver, the long altar-table was bare of
ornament and the eye was attracted not to the
lights upon and above it and clustering at its sides,
but to itself, enfolded in a sun-like frontal blazing
with jewels. The chancel was hung with flags,
faded and tattered trophies of brave crusades. On
these flags were painted various emblems, the wheels
of Catharine, the gridiron of Laurence, the lions of
Mark, the spears of George. I could see, from my
seat by one of the pillars, a side chapel with a sim-
ple stone altar with two candlesticks of ebony, and
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